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PEY ITPEBO/IOITA

Ca necaukoMm Anhenkom 3absahaHckuM roguHamMa
capaljyjeM W pasroBapaM O CHUTyalliju y CABPEMEHO]
KIbIDKEBHOCTH W u3ziaBamrrBy. [loHocHa cam Ha TO
MIO3HAHCTBO KOj€e je YPOAWIO ca HEKOJIUKO KEbUTa Y U3JIAmby
Yapy:kema IOeTCKHX cTBapasiana. Mmak, Ha mocebaH HauMH
caM cpehHa INTO caM KOHAYHO ca3pesia Kao KEbHKEBHHU
IIPEBO/IMJIAIL JIa MOTY IToe3ujy 3absiahaHCKOT Ha IIpeBe/ieM Ha
€HIJIECKU je3UIK.

Hajjaua nHCIIMparyja oBor cjajHOT ITeCHUKA je Jby0aB,
OMHOCHO — >keHa. I[IoHekay je BpJIO CTBapHA, €A CBUM
BpJIMHAMa KOje KeHa MOXKe /]a M4, a TIOHeKay| — 0ajKOBUTA,
y3BUIIIEHa, caBpiieHa. KeHa je JpyOaB, JKeHa je JKeJba,
aHTuheBcKa ,IUIaBa 3Be3/ia”, CMHCAo0 KHUBOTa. bes e — He Ou
OwI0 HY MOEe3Hje, 1a HU CAMOT ITeCHUKA.

,OJTyBeK je Hoh IecHUKe Kpasa“, kaske 3abaahaHcku
y jemHoj o7 mecama. Tellko je JaHac Hahu Tako UCKPEHOT U
YHUCTOT JINPUYApPa, CIIOCOOHOT J]a ¥ HAjMAU IUBYCAK KUIIIE
MPETBOPH V HAj3aBOA/BUBUJU CTHUX WM OMYMHHU YHUTAOIA.
Curypha cam 12 he cBu Oyayhu unrTaornu oBe 30MpKe moe3uje
Y?’KUBATH y TIOETCKOj peun 3absahaHcKor, Kako TOBOPHUITU
CPIICKOT, TAKO U €HIVIECKOT je3UKa.

Jlajana Jlazapesuh



IIOTPAZKN ME

IToTpaxu me

y may4yuHH cBOjux cehama
y Cy3U HEUCIUIaKaHOj

y Kajamwy

KaJi Tpecy HaBpy Ha OYH.

IToTpaxu me

y 3aMYKJIOM JIOJIUPY ycaHa
y MUPWUCY YBEJIOT JIuIiTha

y TIOTJIETY

kao Oe3Haljy 3abopasa.

ITorpaxku me

y OTJIeJIaJTy MPOIILJIOCTH Hallle
y HEMHUPY TBOJUX CHOBA

y peurnmMa

mto 60s1HO hyTe y TeOU.

IToTpaxu me

1 KaJl CHET MU CBE TPArOBe CKpHUje
KaJ caMoha JIyIry TH CKOJIN
MIOTPaKU Me

jep jemHa ceHKa Te jOII BOJIH.



LOOK UP FOR ME

Look up for me

in the spider web of your memories
in an unshed tear

in remorse

when sins come to light.

Look up for me

in a muffled touch of lips

in the scent of withered leaves
in the look

as the hopelessness of oblivion.

Look up for me

in the mirror of our past

in the restlessness of your dreams

in words

which are painfully silent inside of you.

Look up for me

and when the snow hides all traces from me
when solitude conquers your soul

look for me

because one shadow still loves you.



KNBOT KAO EVIETHNJA

AKO yYUHUM KOpak — 6uhe y mpa3Ho
Y TBpAu okBUp Hasuyja cpehe

Y Heko 106a 4yIHO U JIAYKHO

I'ne yoBek YoBeka He cycpehe.

Ha mtanety rze je YoBek cryra
I'ne nema 1ipeha Beh mpTBHIIO 60ja
I'ne camom cebu cam HajBeha Tyra
A HajBeha pazocT wirysuja Moja.

Ine hypheak Hukan He youja 3umy
Bbuhy BeuHO y OKpHIbY Fb€HOM

Y xnaguohu — neneny u gumy
ITpexpuBEH JieTne MPOIIOCTH CEHOM.

Ex na mory 6ap ceHke Jia JbyOuUM
Mora /1JaBHO HECTAJIOT KUBOTA
Jla ca ’bMa CHary u3 cHa Oyum
N y1m10BuUM y MOpe Jiernora.

JlenoTy Ja BpaTUM — € FbOM /ja IIJIa4eM
3a moryieZioM mTo Beh THXO cTapu

Jla ce ogympem 60J1y CBe jaueM

Jla cpiie 3a OyayhHoCT MapHu.



Kopak s1a 6yze Ha cpehHO mosbe
Anu Kako — Kaji Hazie Tpoby xpJie
Kan Hema myTa 3a pazocT — 3a 60Jbe
Kaz aBetu me kaHIiama rpJie.

A xopak ujie — 3HaM y Mpa3Ho
Y TBpAu okBUp Hasuyja cpehe
Y Heko 1006a UyTHO U JIA?KHO

I'ne yvoBek YoBeka He cycpehe.

CHara rjie majia y moJHOKja cuBa
¥ Mope 6e3 aHa 1mITo je 6p30 HOCH
[TyanHOM KOja He 3Ha Jija IJINBA —
[Tayra Ha TpEHE — a Beh cMo 6ocw.



LIFE AS ELEGY

If I take a step — it will be a step in emptiness
In the hard frame of the reverse of happiness
In some strange and false somewhat time
Where a man doesn't meet the Man in line.

On the planet where Man is a servant

Where there are no flowers but a dead colors
Where I am the greatest sorrow for myself
And the greatest joy is only my illusion.

Where a lily of the valley never kills snow
And under her wing I will be forever

In the coldness of ashes and smoke
Covered with beautiful past time shadow.

Oh, if I could at least kiss the shadows
The shadows of my long-lost days

To revive strength from sleep with them
And to sail into the sea of beauties.

To bring back beauty — to cry with her

For a view that is already quietly aging

To resist the pain which is getting stronger
And for my heart to care for the future.
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A step to be on the jolly field

But how — when to graves rush my hopes
When there is no joy, no getting better
When ghosts hug me with their claws.

And the step goes — I know — in emptiness
In the hard frame of the reverse of happiness
In some strange and false somewhat time
Where a man doesn't meet the Man in line.

The power falling to the base is gray

Into the endless sea that carries her fast
Across the offshore that can't swim —

It falls on thorns and we're barefoot already.
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N3I'YB/bEHE 3OPE

Hohac me je TMuHa

CBOjUM KaHIIaMa 3apo0usia

¥ Y OBaj IIO3HU Yac

cTpaxoBe 3a00paBJbeHe

13 KaBe3a ycroMeHa ocso00/1ma.

JIpXTUM Mpe TUIIHHOM

IIITO MU OYU yMapa

a IyIIy TEIIKUM JIAaHIIMa BeKe
CIIyTEHOM

Jla cam u3ryoro 30pe.

XTeo OUX KOpakK Jia Mpy>KUM
Jla cebe Herze Hahem

ayii mocpheM y Mpaky

a XxpabpocTu HeMaM

Jla Kallke OTBOPHM.

U mita cazg ga YMHAM

caM y HOhU OBOj

KaJl pyKaMa yBeK 31/I0Be HaITUIIam
0/ KaMeHa TEIIKOT —

XJIQJIHUX JBY/ICKHX AyIIIa.
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LOST DAWNS

This night darkness

captured me with her claws
and at this late hour

all forgotten fears

from memory's cage she freed.

I tremble in front the silence

which makes my eyes tired

and binds the soul with heavy chains
with foreboding

that I lost the dawns.

I would like taking a step

to find myself somewhere
but I stumble in the darkness
and I have no courage

to open my eyes.

And what to do now

alone in this night

when I always hand touch the walls
of heavy stone —

of cold human souls.
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HNI'PA CEHKIN

Jla iz cu 3abopaBuiia

UTPY CEHKH I10 TeJTMMa HAIlIUM
cpeOpHe IOJbYTIIEe

y BeZipuM HohmMma

MaJie MpaBe y MOJUM IIPCTHMa
U CBE CBUIIE

y TBOJUM BJIQ’)KHHM OYHMa

[TamMTHII JTK jOIII TPENTaje

y IlecMaMa HONHUX ITUIIA
Tajiace CBEKHMHE

y y371axy CBUTAbha

YMOPHE KaIlKe HETaKHYyTOT CHa
U JIyZ1y KEeJbY

Jla HeKTap IHUjeMo JI0 HA

Jla i Te cehame Bpaha

y HeJlocamaHy cpehy

U UTPy JIenTupa

Ha yCHaMa HaIlluM

HepacIBaJie pyke y HeZ[piMa TBOjUM
IIITO POCY OIHUIIIE

TeK MUJIOBAEEM MOJUM

14



Jla su cu 3abopaBuiia
pasurpaHu cMeX BUXOpa

¥ 3aHOC MUpHca barpema

y TB0jOj KOCH

Ha JIJTaHOBUMa MOJUM

THUXO Haziosaszehu yap Jamapa
u uyheme

KaKO Hac CTpacT He 3aMapa

[TaMTHII JTU jOIII TUIITUHY

y may3ama JIyJIOCTH MallITe

JIBe yIaJbeHe Iurapere

GJ1aru JoUp KoJieHa

Y HEMYIIITU 30B

HEMUPY 4yJia IIITO JIPXTE Y BATPH
3arpspajuma

0 KOjuMa Jyllia CHaTpu

Jla j1u cBe jOII HaMTHIII

WIM Cy CEeHKe IaJjie Ha ceharma TBoja
Kao Beo MarJie

Ha jecema jyTpa

Y TIOTJIE] IIITO JIyTa

HEN3BECHUM CyTpa
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THE GAME OF SHADOWS

Did you forget?

a game of shadows on our bodies
silver kisses

on clear nights

little ants in my fingers

and all the fireflies

in your humid eyes

Do you still remember the trembles
in the songs of night birds

waves of freshness

in the sigh of dawn

tired drops of untouched sleep

and absurd desire

to drink nectar to the bottom

Does the memory bring you back
to unfulfilled happiness

and a butterfly game

on our lips

unblown roses in your bosom
which describes dew

just by my caressing
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Did you forget

playful laughter of the whirlwind

and the ecstasy of the scent of the acacia
in your hair

on my palms

the quietly approaching tickings of organs
and amazement

how passion doesn't tire us

Do you still remember the silence

in the pauses of the imagination's madness

two lighted cigarettes

gentle touch of the knee

and a mute call

to the restlessness of the senses trembling in the fire
and in the hugs

of which the soul dreams

Do you still remember everything

or the shadows have fallen on your memories
like a veil of mist

on autumn mornings

and on a wandering gaze

uncertain in the view of tomorrow
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YCAMJBEHE AYIIIE

O, 1a 11 TOCTOjU HETZe CAaKPUBEHA

¥ 6ecriyhy HEKOM — 01 CBeTa Jiajieka
Bpo/10JI0MHO CTMYHA yIlia ycaM/beHa
Wnu cBako 6uhe camo ouaj ueka

U na ytu ce Tyre Hekay (Herjie) CpeTHY
Jlox camohu TpeH je 6eckpajaH KO MOpe
Vv He TIPeNo3Halll ATy UCTOBETHY
OneseHy camo y Tyhe omope

Y 3am1To mMpocT ocMex Mopa /ia ce CHaTpu
Jep peTko Kaj cJIeTH Ha yCHE 04aja

Te Kao omceHa Tpenepu y BaTpH
3amasbeHe MallTe — HaJie ¥ CMUpaja

3aTo y cBoM 0OoJty He 3HAI jazie Tyhe
A MO3K71a je TBOja MyKa UIIaK Mamba
U cyjera cBaka omako opyhe

Kaz :xuBOT 13ryou notpe0y /1a cama
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LONELY SOULS

Oh, is there hidden somewhere

In some roadlessness — far from the world
A shipwrecked, similar lonely soul

Or every being waits for only despair

And do sorrows ever (somewhere) meet

While the moment of solitude is endless as the sea
Or you don't recognize the same suffering

In other people's clothes dressed only

And why a simple smile must be dreamed up
'Cause it rarely lands on the lips of despairs
It trembles like an illusion in the fire

Of flaming dreams — of hopes and silence

That's why in your pain you don't know other one's
And maybe your torment is less than theirs

And every vanity is a wicked tool

When life loses its need to fool
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JECEIDA YEXKIDbA

Opsereliie JlacTe U3 CHOBA U jaBe;

CBe Jj1araHO BEHE Ha CTa3M »KUBOTA;

Camo BpaHe rpakhy, Kpy»ke U3HaJ IJ1aBe,
A nytry mpuTHCKAa TUIIFHA hUBoTAa.

Cse 1rTo Hekas Oellle Kao Jia U HHJje;
Y TperTajy oKa TeK jaBU Ce CJINKa,
Kao can 6e3 60je 1ITO cTpaxoBe Kpuje
CehameM ce Byue 4eKiba MPEBEJTUKA.

U 3amrto me Oyze cpes HOhHe TUIIINHE,
Asetu Beh gaBHO MuHYyJIOT Ye3Hyha;

Kaz He 3HaM /ja Hal)eM myTe U3 MarJIMHE,
Hu rze ce cakpuiie ymMuaHa npenyha.
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AUTUMN LONGING

Swallows flew away from dreams and reality;
Everything on the path of life is withering slowly;
Only crows croak, circling above our heads

And the soul is oppressed by the silence of reliquary.

Everything that used to be as if it wasn't;
In the blink of an eye, a picture appears
Like a colorless dream that hides the fears
The longing in the memory is too big.

And why wake me in the mid of night's silence
Ghosts of already long-vanished longings;
When I can't find my way out of the fog,

Or where were hidden the sweet tremblings.
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KOPAK O/ CHA

Kopauam

Ann KOopaka HeMa
W je T710 07 CHOBA
Wnu xopak 6e3 cHa.

I'nepam

Ati BUZTUK ce TYyOu

Winu cy ouu pa3poke

Wu orsesiano pa3oujeHo.

Crymram

Ay 4yjeM caMO TUIITUHY
Vu je HOh y mecMu

WNnu necma He 3BOHU.

[Tummam

Asm camo faspuHy Hahem
Wnu cy muciu 3aiyraie
Vi CHOBH He TIOCTOje.
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A STEP FROM A DREAM

I'm walking

But there are no steps
Or the soil is of dreams
Or a dreamless step.

I'm watching

But the view is lost

Or the eyes are lazy

Or it's a cracked mirror.

I'm listening

But I only hear silence

Or the night's in a song
Or the song doesn't place.

I touch

But I only find the distance
Or the thoughts wandered
Or dreams don't exist.
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BABE/JIEILCKA HO'h

Omnpoctu mu Majko boxuja

3a cBaKy peu

Kojy Hohac rpemran usycrux

U 1m1TO Ce XKyAEmU COICTBEHO] JaZI0X
Ay MucinMa cadyBax oty

Ca >xeHoMm anheockor Jsuia

¥ tesny Busie ca OHTapuja
ITornemom kao

bipecak cynna Hag Musbanikom

N rpynpuma

Kao sietwsu BpxoBu JaxopuHe
OmnpocTty 1ITo Mnoxkenaex

[la ;eHe He:KHe pykKe

Ybepy 371aTHU KIUIT

Y nuToMUHN MayBaHCKE PaBHUILIE
OnpocTH U B0j

Besrpentna Majko

IIITo y He3Hamy

CBaky MOjy ped y 0CMeXy CBOM
Uyga kao cBuTame Haj CpoujoMm.
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NIGHT OF THE PRESENTATION OF MARY

Forgive me, Mother of God

For every word

Which was said by me immoral

And for giving myself to my longings
And in my mind I kept adultery
With a woman with an angelic face
In the body of a fairy from Ontario
With a look like

A flash of the sunshine over Miljacka!
And with her bosom

Like the summer peaks of Jahorina2
Sorry I wished

Her gentle hands

To take the golden piston

In the tameness of the plain Macvas3
Forgive her too

Immaculate Mother

Because in ignorance

Every word of mine in her smile

She keeps as dawn over Serbia.

! The Miljacka is a river in Bosnia and Herzegovina. It passes thro-
ugh Sarajevo — the largest city in BiH. — t/n.

2 Jahorina is is a mountain in Bosnia and Herzegovina. It’s part of
the Dinaric Alps. —t/n.

3 Macva is a geographical and historical region in the northwest of
Central Serbia. It lays on two rivers — the Sava and the Drina. — t/n.
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HAIITA HO'R

hyte Tpenyiu cehama

ITpen y31ax0oM UCTHHE JaCHOT CHA
Kynmwe naneke

Jour camo BpHCak He 3Ha
Jla/buHy cacBUM J1a cakpHje

Y M0joj cobu

Jlok mipe; orsieayioM cyiouHe
CrojuMo Hac JiBoje

OneBeHu o7i0pamMa rOJIOTUEE
Y mpeBeTNKO]j YeKHHI

Jla cmo u ox1 cHa Behu u O1vkn
3arpspajy cBUTama y Hama
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OUR NIGHT

Moments of memory are silent

Before the sigh of the truth of a clear dream
Of far away cravings

Just the scream doesn't know yet

To hide the distance completely

In my room

While in front of the mirror of destiny

The two of us are standing

Dressed in clothes of nudity

In too much longing

That we are bigger and closer than a dream
In hugging of the dawns within us
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TPIBE Y OUMMA

IIIta siut TO cp1le cTerHe

W Tpme y 0uu MU IIpociie
[ITTa yure 3ry:xBa — 3rpuu
Kaz Ha maspuHy 1ITO Te KpHje
U tBOje hyTame nmomucium

IIITa MU TO HA YCHU APXTU

Y HecaHUIIN YEKIbe jacHe

U mrta Mme roHu 7ja 60JTHO BpUCHEM
¥ BeTpy IITO Xy4H TBOje UMeE

[IITa MU y yXy — LITA y TPJLY
THUIIIHOM 3BOHU MHOIIITBO KeHa
U jenaH jenuHU Tpar

IIITo Te6u BoaM

Jensa HaljeHOj — a Beh u3rybspeHoj
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THORNS IN THE EYES

What tightens the heart

And thorns spills in my eyes

What wrinkles your face in spasm

When I think of the distance that hides you
And of your silence

What trembles on my lip

In insomnia of distinct longing

And what steers me to scream painfully
In the wind that blows your name

What in my ear — what in my throat
A bunch of women rings in silence
And one significant clue

What leads me to you is

Barely found — and already lost
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KAJI IECHUK

Kaj1 mecHUK mocTaHe 4oBeK
JeqHO neTe je ogpaciio
JesaH caH ce yracuo

U jemna TUmmmHA

[Ipecrana na 3B0HU

Kaj mecHUK TTOCTaHe YOBEK
VYcHe My Oyzly TOPKO XJ1aiHe
Muciu Terke u rpyoe

A cpue cTuIaHo

Y jeJHOTUYHOM pUTMY

Kaj nmecHHK IIocTaHe 40BeK
OHu 1ITO Cy Ta cpeTanu
Buiire ra nehe npemnosnatu
OHHU KOjU HUCY —

Huxkay ra Hehe HU cpecTH

Kaj1 TecHUK ITOCTaHe YOBEK
Hu on Hehe 3HaTH

/la cBe — HEKaKo
Hopmasnuje ra 6o1m

U 5a jerna sipyraudje caCBUM
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WHEN A POET

When a poet becomes a man
One child has grown up

One dream was ended

And one silence

Stopped ringing

When a poet becomes a man
His lips are bitterly cold
Thoughts are heavy and harsh
And the heart is quiet

In a uniform rhythm

When a poet becomes a man
Those who met him

Won't recognize him anymore
Those who never met —

Never will meet him

When a poet becomes a man

He won't know either

That everything — somehow
Hurts him more normally

And that he sobs quite differently
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PEYM Y BPEMEHY

Y6uo 6ux BpeMe IITO IIpe/ia MHOM CTOjU
Mayia HEyMUTHO jJypU MU KPO3 KUJIEe
Kao /1a cy mpouuin ¢Bu TpeHyIU MOjU
Ay MeHH J1a ce TeK caj Oyze cuiie

Cpyino 6Ux CHOBE IITO MM MAIIITy TIEKY
Maya ¢ ’buMa caMo 3HaM /ia jOIIT TIOCTOjM
U Tek Tajia yMeM Jia PeIinBaM PeKy
Yujer Bupa Kyame y cebu ce 60jum

Pa3buo 6ux ciryTee y Tpa3HUHHA OKa
Maya He 3HaM r7ie OUX CAKPUO HUTAUHY
Jep Tek y moryiefy peu cToju yooka
Jla jpy0aB jequHO 3Ha 60J1a CYIITHHY
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WORDS IN TIME

I would kill the time that stands before me
Although it relentlessly runs through my veins
It's as if all my moments are finished

And in me the forces are woken up now

I would shatter dreams that burn my imagination
Although with them I just know I exist still

And only then can I swim across the river

Whose source of longing in myself I fear

I would smash the premonitions in the eye's emptiness
Although I don't know where to hide the neverland
'Cause only in the look the word deeply stands

That only love knows the essence of pain
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XORY ZKEHY

XTteo bux

Jla 3aciM CHOM Jy?KUM HETO €OH II€0

Jla 3aciuM y KpUJLy jeZ[He KeHe

Kojy iyro TpakuM u Koja MeHe UeKa Herzie

U He tiuTaj

Jla i UMa MIMe WU ce KpUje n3a HaJuMaKa
Jla Jivi TOBOPH JieTle WM PY>KHE eI

Hu na 11 joj je ocMex 3BOHAK Kao XJIaJ{HO JYTPO

He niutaj

Hma 11 My1aiexx n3Haj ropmbe yCHe
Jla 11 je My1azia Mjik caMo BUTKA

Huwu na oim cy joj ayre Hore a Koce OyjHe

He nuraj

Jla ti cam BoJIeo Oalll TakBe JKeHe

Jla iu caM uX TPJIMO IIHWjaH WX Tpe3aH
Hwu f1a i camo JjbyOHX MOXOTY y BbIMa

He niuraj

Jla i1 caM MM J1a0 MKaJ, UITa

Hu fa 11 cy oHe npy’Kujie MEHU HEIIITO
He nurtaj — He 3HaM
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Jep caytum

Camo jegHy keHy — JKeHy 0e3 nMeHa
Ca ounma 1rro umajy 60jy Moje Tyre
U niorsnienom 3aieHyTUM

JeanHO y JIyTarby MOjUX 3€HHUIIA

Ciytum xkeny

Yuje ycHe mMajy yKyc mmosbybarna

A koje HUKaJ JbyOUIIe HUCY

Jep oHa He JpyOU ycHaMa Hero AyIIoM

CityTtuM keHy
Koja nukay Huje pexsa ped JbyOas
A o w0j hyramem Harsac 36opuia

Ciytum xKeny
Ywje rpyay He MUPUIILY ITOXKYZAOM
Beh crpamrhy u uexxmom yncTom

CiytuMm camo

’Keny k0joj ApXTHM yTpOoOOM

A oHa y M0joj 0/1aHOCTH HaIMOhHA U THXA
Kao /1a Ha mpecrouty cesiu

U xTeo bux
AJy jorI1 yBEK CTOJUM caM
3apobsbeH packpirhuMa Jby0aBU 1 HECAHUIIE
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I WANT A WOMAN

I would like

To sleep a dream longer than the whole eon
To fall asleep in one woman's lap

Long time desired and waiting me somewhere

And don't ask

Does she have a name or is hiding behind nicknames
Whether she speaks nice or ugly words

Nor does her smile ring like a cold morning

Don't ask

Does she have a mole above the upper lip
Is she young or just thin

Or if her legs are long and her hair is lush

Don't ask

Did I love women like that

Did I hug them drunk or sober

Or did I just love the lechery in them

Don't ask

Did I ever give them anything
Nor did they give me anything
Don't ask — I don't know
Because I think of

36



Only one woman — a woman without a name
With eyes that have the color of my sadness
And her look fixed

Only in the wandering of my pupils

I think of a woman

Whose lips taste like kisses

And which never kissed

Because she doesn't kiss with her lips but soul

I think of a woman
Who never said the word Love
But she spoke aloud about it in silence

I think of a woman
Whose bosom doesn't smell of lechery
But of passion and pure longing

I'm just thinking of

A woman before whom I tremble

And she is superior and quiet in my loyalty
Like sitting on a throne

And I want her
But I still stand alone
Captured by the crossroads of love and watchfulness



AITPMNJICKA EJIETHNJA

U nuje xuina, XyragaHa Jivje
Hejakom 3pauky HUT/E Tpara
[Ipes CUBHUIJIOM Ce CUBHJIO KPHj€
Hy1iiom ce naH Byde KO para

Henornenom 3710Bo/pa pacre

U uBacr 6u ¢ Bohku ga noberue
300r ITOBpaTKa Kajy ce jacre
Opn ymopa 6op 6u fa jerHe

CytoH ctuzke Beh myH ropuniHe
Hoh ce ¢ meceniom cpectu Hehe
O jagHo je cBe Oe3 BeipuHE

Jep BenpuHOM ce pagoct kpehe
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APRIL ELEGY

And it's raining, it's pouring a cold

There is no sign of a faint ray

Gray hides in front of the gray

A day draws in soul like a worn-out horse

The resentment grows in indefinite

And blossom would escape from the fruit trees
The swallows regret their returning here

And the pine would lie down from fatigue

Twilight's already coming, full of bitterness
The night won't meet the moon clarity

Oh, without serenity everything is lame
Because the joy moves with serenity
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TUININHA BPEMEHA

Humra Me He 6011 ceM 0UUjy HeHUX
Muciu ¢y My mpasHe camo cplie Kyna
XU1aIHO OJ1 TJBYCKOBA Cy3a 3ajiel)eHux
VY 3a60paBJbeHUM H3TPEBIMIMA CYyHI[A

Hurra me He 60711 ceM Hohu y JaHy
¥V norsieq; MU CTa0 3U/] KAMEHH I[€0

U oceham nax veH Ha YMOPHOM JIJIaHY
Jlox nu3melyy Hac je caB of1 hyTe Beo

Hurrra me He 6011 ceM yMOp BpeMeHa
OGertrieHe 0 BpaT Ka3aJbKe IITO hyTe

¥ Tpary ycana Haza 3aTypeHa

U poxpupu mto ux 0630pja joIrr cayTe

Hurra me He 60711 ceM jyTpa 1ajieKor
[yBoOT Of1 IIBPKYyTa MITHIIA C TPaHA TyHuX
U1 pameHna mora caMo 3a by MEKOT
Humra me He 60111 ceM CHOBa Hajmyhux
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SILENCE OF TIME

Nothing hurts me except her eyes

My thoughts are empty only heart beats
It's cold from the showers of icy tears
In the forgotten sunrise sparklings

Nothing hurts me except night in the day
The whole stone wall came into my view
And I can feel her breath on my tired palm
While there is a veil of silence between us

Nothing hurts me except the fatigue of time
Hour hands that are hanging on the neck
My hope lost in the pathways of lips

And touches what the horizons still sense

Nothing hurts me except distant morning
Deaf from the birds chirping from far branches
And from my shoulder soft just for her

And nothing hurts me except maddest dreams
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OYAJHA IIECMA

Opaxsie 10 MOT yBa JJONIUPY TH 3BYLIU
Kazg HUT ciaByj neBa — HUT ce Oyiu hyk
Hwu MpTBe Jierie MajYnHCKH jayIu

Beh ymopnor 6uha HajramMHUju MyK

OpakJie y morJjiesi majie cy ceHe

Kay HeOoM ce Mecel urpa IIyH Kyau
A Herjie Beh cBuhy 30pe pymeHe
Moska Tama Jylie Kojoj 601 cyiu

OpaxkJie HA JIJ1aHy MU CaH TPHOBUT

Kay HuT cmaBaM — HUT CHy OyZ1aH caM BHYaH
A cpuieM He JIyTa HY jeJ TaJHOBUT

Mooxza Tek 6yhermy Oec jako candaH
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DESPAIR SONG

Where do these sounds come from to my ear
When no nightingale sings — no owl wakes up
And no even dead children's mother moans
Already a tired being, the darkest silence

Where the shadows fell from in my view
When the moon is playing in the sky

And somewhere the dawns are already born
Perhaps the twilight of the soul by pain judged

From where in my palm the dream is thorny
When I have no dreams, not even when sleeping
Not even bitterness wanders in my heart

Maybe it's just anger resembling the awakening
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CYJABA IIECHHNKOBA

OnysBexk je HOh Oy/pIa IECHUKE
3JIaTHUM K/bydYeM JyIlle UM OTBapasa
A oHJ1a 1lemtasia ;KMBOTA CJINKE

Jla cBaka mmpej CTUXOM HM3TJIefia Maja

OjyBeK je HOh ¢ IIECHUKOM ILTecasa
TaHro rIMMe MUCIU U ocehamba
Ycpen 6apke 0e3 jenpa u Becasia

Y HeMupoM 00y3€eTOoT ca3zHamba

OnyBek je HOh IECHUKe KpaJia
CrBapHOCTH, CBETY U BhbIMa caMUMa
Jla Ou TeK mpex CBUTale MOh UM Jlajia
Jlay ctuxy Tpajy — BpeMeHa HeJipuMa
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THE FATE OF THE POET

Night has always woken up poets

It opened their souls with the golden key
And then it split their images of life

That each before the verse looks trifling

Since always danced a night with a poet
Tango of the tides of thoughts and feelings
In the middle of a boat without sails and oars
And the restlessness of obsessed knowledge

The night has always stolen poets
Realities, from the world and themselves
To give them power just before dawn

To last in the verse — in the bowels of time
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TY OKO HAC

Cpymwio ce BpeMe Ha KpOBOBe Gpura
Ha suune rose kyhe 6e3 mposopa
Vciapwiu JaH! ¥ KOTJIy C Bepura

¥ muciauma hytu Heka 1aBHa 30pa

CBe ce IPCKO BPTH KPYyroBHUMa Maksia
[Tpxocehwn 6:1y1HO cBeBUieheM OKy
Jla cBe ce pa30buje KO /1a je o1 CTaKJIa
JTOK YoBeKa roHe KO Ha TaIILy CTOKY

A cBet Beh ypama y COIICTBEHY TMUHY
1 MmHOIITBO Beh KJIMUe yMUPAhy YaCcTH
Opeos 6u cBelly KO KaIyT /1a CKUHY

U nia ce Hacsazie y ¢Be ropuoj CIacTu

A aBeTHOM KyhoM 3BOHU €XO ILTa4ya
Jerajy moToMIu — PU/ajy CBU MpeIu
[TpazHmHA y CBEMY OJ CBECTH je jaua
Jep pane cy JbyTe — IeKy 37100e Menu
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HERE AROUND US

Time has fallen on the roofs of care

On bare walls of house with no windows
Days evaporated in a cauldron with chains
An ancient dawn in my mind is silent

It all revolves around the circles of hell
Defying the lewdly all-seeing eye

To demolish everything as if it were of glass
While a man is chased like grazing cattle

The world is already plunging into own darkness
And crowd demands already the death of honor
They would take an aureole off the saint's coat
And would enjoy in their caustic bitterness

And in ghostly house rings a crying echo
Descendants are sobbing — all ancestors sobbing
The emptiness in all from conscience is stronger
Because the wounds are angry — bullets of evil burn
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OKTOBAPCKUM CYTOH

3amasiHo He0O | JIUIIThe TOIoJIa

¥ ucroj 60ju ymupyhe crpacry,

[Torsien y Tpary ypesasor 0oi1a,

A Haz cBUMeE 3pesTuX IJIOZ0BA CJIACTH —
Josaseha noh kao cmosia.

demepu /TaHa 3racyIi MPEKo moJia

U jaTo BpaHa Ha Opa3sze je majo,

A Ha CTpa’k¥ jacHKa CKOPO roJia
"Ryrehu, 3Ha ckpuhe je, eBo joir masio —
Jomazeha voh kao cmosa.

Ha HeOy ucnperuyra Bennka koia,
W3a obsaka moBe3aHU BPaHIIH,

A ¢ gpyre cTpaHe UCTOT CTOJIA
YraieHe 3Be3/ie — TPE3HU MUjaHIA —
Jonazeha voh xao cmouia.
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OCTOBER TWILIGHT

Western sky and poplar leaves

In the same color of dying passion,
Alook in the traces of engraved pain,
And above all the ripe sweet fruits —
The coming night is like pitch.

The lanterns of the day went out in half

And a flock of crows fell on the furrows,

And on guard the aspen is almost naked

It's silent, 'cause it knows, just a little more —
The coming night is like pitch.

Big Dipper is unharnessed in the sky,
Behind the clouds are hitched black horses,
And on the other side of the same table
Extinct stars like sober drunks —

The coming night is like pitch.
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MAJIM HORHU CTUXO0OBUA

bp. 10

Hoh — Ha cBuTKy Geie cBuiie
y371ax MU

TBOje JyIIle KO jarike claBa
a Ha JUIaHy

Ha KOM Cy Ouie

CBe YeKibe OecKpuIe

JTOK He 3HA/I0X /1a TH

MoOja CH TOTIaBa

cMexa y OKy

CYIITHHE IIOCTOjaHe
CJIaTKe MU TajHE
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LITTLE NIGHT VERSES

No. 10

Night — on a scroll of white silk
my sigh

of your soul sleeps like lamb
and in the palm

on which were

all wingless longings

until I didn't know

that you are my flood

of laughter in the eye

the essences of a constant
my sweet secret
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MAJIM HORHU CTUXO0OBUA

bp. 20

Hoh me BpJ10 J1aKO
TMHHaMa

Kao CHpPOYE CBAKO

Kao HUUHjy cpehy ITOKJIOHH TEK TaKO
aJIM MHCao O HaMa

TBOj TTOTJIe OJ1ar

JIyIIia IITo 3a Me TPeIrepu
JeIMHO MOJKe Jla Mepu
KOJIMKO CMO OJf TMHHA jaun
JIOK Te JaJbUHOM CBJIauH

y MEHU CMUPEH HeTpar
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LITTLE NIGHT VERSES

No. 20

The night very easy

in the darkness

like every orphan

as no one's gift just gives me away
but the thought of us

your mild look

a soul that trembles for me

it can only measure

how much stronger we are than darkness
as undresses you in a distance

a calm untraced inside of me
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MAJIA HORHU CTUX0OBU
bp. 99

Hoh usmehy xanu xumre

3ry’kBaJjia icehu yMopHU J1aBex

Y TOIIOT YIUIAIIEHUX KOHha

JIOK CaB Ha TPYJIEXK BOHA
IIOCPHYJIH CTaJIEX

¥ MOje CpIIe - TO CTPACTH 3rapHIITe
a 3HaM II0CTOjH JKeHA

IIITO TIO/] TIETIEJIOM 32 M€ PY’Ky 4yBa
y ounma Orcepe pHe

0/ KOJUX MU J]aX YTPHE

KaJI yCTa HeEMa U CyBa

IbEHA JI0hA YCHA TaKHE ITyTeHA
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LITTLE NIGHT VERSES

No. 99

Night between raindrops

crumpled the dog's tired bark

and the thud of frightened horses
while it all smells like rot

stumbled citizens

and my heart — passions burnout

and I know there is a woman

which keeps a rose under the ashes for me
in the eyes keeps black pearls

from which my breath fainted

when I have no the mouth and her dry
lower lip sensually touches
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MOIJVIO JE TAKO
Jlenuxu /Tynhepckoj

[IITa Tpaxke weHe HeAO3peJie TOAUHE
Ha mpary moje kyhe oz ycrmomeHa
Kaz cy moje Hohu cBe 6e3 meceunHe —
OnHa HH cebu jacHa Tako 3aHeceHa

Kaj 3aKyI1ia cMeM JI OTBOPHUTH BpaTa
He ox crpaxa 3a Me, jep ra HeMa BUIIEe
Beh na hy paz6utu cHoBe joj o7 3y1aTa
Wity3ujy camo mITo 3aHOC U30puiie

3amkpunarie JIBEPU, CTOJU UCIIPE MEHE
Kaxko /ma ymaxaeM Ba3yx IIITO HAC JEJH
Muciu BUjie JieTe — cpIie OOpHUC KeHe
Hampes nim Ha3az — 11ITa je Kopak CMeu

3aycTux ped Myzapy, aiu Beh je jbyoum
7KeHa je — oceTe HEMUPHH MU IIPCTH

Jlox MuciimMa cebu KO 3JIOUHHITY CYyAUM
[Tpen haBosiom cTpacT Me y 6ecTuay KpCTH

Vcniuja me XeHA — CaH ce ¢ jaBoM 60pu
Pyke cy Ham nyHe HejacHux Hezaha

At KPO3 MEHE TEKY yCaxJIi U3BOPU

A WeHUM HeZlpyMa KaIlu MeTHOT caha
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['perntHa 1 je 3Kyha y ¥b0] U y MEHU

Wiu /12 je myCcTUM 4eKEOM J1a U3TOPHU

He 3Ham — ajyiu rpJiuM CBe y MJIaJ10j JKEHU —
U 3ap nmospy0 Ipex je Kaj ce YUCTO BOJIU
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IT COULD HAVE BEEN SO

For Lenka Dundjerski4

What her youthful years are looking for

On the doorstep of my house of memories?
When my nights are all with no moonlight —
She — delighted, not even catching on herself

When she knocks, can I open that door?
With no fear for me, cause it is no more.
But I'm going to shatter her golden dreams,
The illusion erased only by ecstasy.

The door creaked, she stands in front of me.

How to breathe the air that separates us?

Thoughts observe a child, the heart — a woman's shape.
Forward or backward — what a bold step.

I said a clever word, but already kissing her.

She is a woman — my unsteady fingers feel.

In my thoughts I judge myself as a criminal;

Lust lustrates me in disgrace in front of the devil.

4 Jelena Lenka Dundjerski (1870-1895) was the daughter of Lazar
Dundjerski, a producer and trader of grain from Vojvodina. Great
love and inspiration of the poet Lazar Laza Kosti¢ (1841-1910). She
died of typhus in Vienna at the age of 25, although there are specula-
tions about suicide due to impossible love. — t/n.
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She drinks me thirsty — dream against reality.
Our hands are cramped of vague sufferings.
But dried-up springs flow through me

And in her bowels — drops of a honeycomb.

Is the unholy desire in her and me the same?
Or to only let her burn with her longings?

I don't know — but hug everything in maiden —
Is our kiss a sin if we love purely?
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WORD OF THE TRANSLATOR

I have been coworking with the poet Andjelko
Zablatanski for years and discussing the situation in
contemporary literature and publishing. I am proud of that
acquaintance, which resulted in several books published by
the Association of Poetic Creators. However, I am
exceptionally delighted that I have finally matured as a
literary translator so that I can translate Zabla¢anski's
poetry into English.

The strongest inspiration of this gifted poet is love,
that is — a woman. Sometimes she is very real, with all the
virtues that a woman can have. Sometimes she is a fairytale,
sublime, perfect. A woman is love. A woman is desire, the
“blue star” from the poetry of Miroslav Anti¢, the meaning
of life. Without her — there would be no poetry and no the
poet himself.

“Night has always stolen poets,“ says Zabla¢anski in
one of the poems. It is difficult today to find such an upright
and pure lyricist. He is capable of turning even the slightest
shower of rain into the most seductive verse and to bewitch
the reader. I am assured that all future readers of this
collection of poetry will enjoy the poetic word of
Zablacéanski, both speakers of Serbian and English.

Diana Lazarevich
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BEJIEIIIKA O ITECHURY

Anhenko 3abimahancku, poheH je 4. menembpa 1959. ro-
muHe y [omymmmuva kox, Boratuha. I1IkosoBao ce y pogHOM
Mmecty, Cpemckoj Mutposutiy 1 HoBom Cany. IToesujy, adbopu-
3Me U KpaTKe IMpuyYe IHIIIe O] paHe MJIaJIOCT.

O6jaBuo je 30mpke mecama: Pam 3a cyimke U3 CHOBA
(1992), Urpa cenku (2004), ITtuma Ha mposopy (2007), Can
HanyksIe jaBe (2009), Packpurha Hecanune (2012), ITujano
mpacko3opje (2014), Manmu HohHHM cruxoBu (2019), Hohu
Bydjer 30Ba (2020), I1epo, metadope, THHTA — n3abpaHe ecMe
(2021); 36upky adopuzama Ilamaname (2006); 30MpPKy Ipe-
Boza pycke noesuje Op [TymkuHa 10 KarryerrnHa (2019); KebUTY
po3e, apopuzama u catTupudHe noesuje M3a iuHuje (2020).

Ha 21. Illymagujckum Mmeradopama y MiiasieHOBITY
(2008), y kaTeropuju KpaTke rpude, 10010 je IpBy HarpajIy 3a
IIpUIIOBETKY Besupose cyse.

Ha cankrmeTepOyprikoM moerckoM ecruBaty Iloe-
3uja ysuiie (2014) OCBOjHO je paBHOIIPABHO IPBO MECTO €a jOIIT
yernpyu mnecHuka necmoMm JlobpoumHcerBo (Bapony IlTuy-
TJIHLTY).

[TecMme cy My TIpeBeJieHe Ha PYCKH je3HK U 00jaB/LEHO Y
PYCKHM YacoITMCHMA, a TAKOI)e ¥ Ha eHTJIECKH, OeIOPYyCKH U Oy-
rapcku. Adopusmu cy My IIpeBeJieHd Ha MaKeZJOHCKH U 00jaB-
JpeHn y bucepu 6anmkanckor adpopusma (2010).

[TpupehuBau je mo6po mpumxBaheHux u moceheHUx
HMHTEPHET CajTOBa CBETCKE U Hallle noe3uje. [J1aBHU je ypeaHUK
YyacoImca 3a KibHyKeBHOCT CyIIITHHA ITOETHKE.

UnaH je Yapykema KibkeBHIKa Cpouje.

Kusn y I'imymuma.
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BIOGRAPHY OF THE POET

Andjelko Zablachanski was born on December 4, 1959
in Glusci near Bogati¢. He was educated in his hometown,
Sremska Mitrovica and Novi Sad. He has been writing poetry,
aphorisms and short stories since his early youth.

Zablacanski has published collections of poems: Frame
for Dream Pictures, 1992; Game of Shadows, 2004; Bird at the
Window, 2007; Dream of a Cracked Reality, 2009; Crossroads
of Insomnia, 2012; Drunk Dawn, 2014; Little Night Verses,
2019; Nights of the Wolf Call, 2020; Pen, Metaphors, Ink —
selected poems, 2021. Collection of aphorisms: Tong Slapping,
2006. Book of Prose, Satirical Poetry and More: Behind the
Line, 2020.

At the 21st Sumadija Metaphors in Mladenovac (2008),
in the category of short story, he won the first prize for the short
story Vizier's Tears.

At the St. Petersburg Poetry Festival Poetry of the Street
(2014), he won an equal first place with four other poets with
the poem Charity (dedicated to Baron Stiglitz).

His poems have been translated into Russian and
published in Russian magazines, as well as in English,
Belarusian and Bulgarian. His aphorisms were translated into
Macedonian and published in Pearls of the Balkan Aphorism
(2010).

Zablacéanski is the organizer of well-accepted and visited
Internet sites of world and our poetry. He is the editor-in-chief
of the literary magazine Essence of Poetics.

He is a member of the Association of Writers of Serbia.

He lives in Glusci.
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